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One 
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Steve woke up to find his head hurting almost unbearably. The bright lights that shined in his face didn't really 


help matters. Slowly, he opened his eyes and waited for his vision to clear. 
"Mr. Harris?" A voice asked. 
He mumbled to himself. 


"Mr. Harris?" A doctor appeared in front of him. 


"| assume you're talking to me since you're hovering over my face." He said hoarsely. 
"Here, drink some of this.” 


The doctor tipped a cup towards him, a straw hanging over the edge. He leaned over a bit, taking a few sips of 
water before settling back down; the doctor placed the cup of water on a tray next to the bed. 


"Do you remember anything that happened, Mr. Harris?" 

"Can you call me something other than Mr. Harris? Its making me feel uncomfortable" 

"Would you like me to call you Stephen? Or Steve?" 

"My name is Stephen?" 

The doctor was looking very concerned now. "Yes," He eyed his clipboard "Stephen Percy Harris" 
"Hmm. What am | doing here doctor. 


"Levesque. It seems, Stephen, that you took a dangerous plunge off a construction area and into several large 


crates." 
"Really? Why did | do that?" 


Its best to help you remember, not tell you directly. It may do more harm than good at times. The blow to 


your head was more serious than we originally thought" 
'So.you're not going to tell me anything?" 

"Im sorry Stephen- 

"| think | like Steve better.” 

"Steve it is then Im afraid | cant" 

"So when will | remember?" 

"It could be days, it could be weeks, months, years even" The doctor shrugged 
Steve sighed. "Well what am | supposed to do?" 


"You should be surrounded by ‘familiar’ settings. Places and people you may not remember now, but will help 


to restore you to your former self" 


"How long am | going to be here? When can | leave?" 

I'm going to discuss that with some of my colleagues and experts. But first, I'm going to contact your family." 
"Family?" 

"Yes. Just hang on tight and I'll be back momentarily." 

The doctor left and Steve sighed. He tried to recall what had happened, but nothing came to him. And family? 
He didn't recall his ‘family’ either. He found himself getting frustrated, which only made his head ache even 
worse. 

"Why the hell can't | remember anything?" He asked the empty room. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Steve heard voices outside the door, the doctor had given him a small dose of painkillers through his IV, just 
enough to push the ache in his head back to a dull throb and keep him awake. Dr. Levesque had sent two 
nurses in to help him get settled enough for him to be able to sit up somewhat. Soon, the room was filled with 
men and children. 

There was a short, slightly stocky brunette at the head of the group, who sat a small girl on his hospital bed. 
"Daddy!" The little girl squealed. 

He eyed the girl cautiously, well, she sure as hell looked enough like him, as did the other two girls. 

"Arry? Wot's wrong?" The tall, flat-faced blonde asked him. 

"Harry?" Steve turned his eyes to Dr. Levesque. "I thought my name was Steve? Who are these people?” 

Dr. Levesque sighed and approached the right side of the hospital bed. "This is what | wanted to tell you. The 
solid blow to the head.it caused him.well it caused him to lose his memory." He turned to Steve. "This is your 
family, Steve." 


So, this was his so-called family. 


Lauren stepped up and took the initiative. "I'm Lauren, your oldest daughter." She pointed to the girl behind her, 
"This is Kerry, the middle child. And the little girl on the bed is Maisie, your youngest." 


Steve smiled at the little girl, she was adorable. 


"And who are you?" He looked at the group of men. 

"tim Michael McBrain, but | go by Nicko or Nick" The flat-faced blonde answered. 

"I'm Janick Gers, or Jan" The other tall blonde said. 

"Adrian Smith. Ade or H is just fine with me." The man with the extensive chin hair added. 
"David Murray, Dave or Davey." The blond man with big cheeks smiled softly. 

"And I'm Paul Dickinson. But dear Lord, call me Bruce." The brunette finished. 

"And how do | know you lot?" Steve asked, his curiosity was definitely piqued. 

They all looked to the doctor, and the man nodded. 


"We all came together to form a band. It's called Iron Maiden" Janick replied, shrugging. "Well, most of us 


anyway." 


‘lm in a band?" Steve grinned; at least he had his basic knowledge. "Brilliant name. What did | play? Or did | 


sing?" 

"You couldn't sing to save any of our lives." Adrian scratched his chin. "You play bass." 
"Are we any good?" He was warming up to these people. 

"Let's just say we have some hit songs and hit albums." Adrian responded. 

"What do you blokes do?" He inquired. 

"Drums." Nicko said. 

"Guitar" The other three blondes answered 

"m the singer." said Bruce. 


For some reason, he seemed to be drawn to the brunette. Were they brothers? Well, they didn't have the 


same last name. Cousins, maybe? He turned his attention to the girls, who hadn't spoken in a while. 


"What about you girls? How old are you? Where's your mum? | don't see a ring on my hand so | must not be 


married to anyone." He looked back at the men, "Or am | married? Girlfriend perhaps?" 


"Wait, wait, wait! We don't want to get into too much. Let the girls speak and then maybe the relationship 


status, after that, he needs to rest" Dr. Levesque cut in 

‘I'm thirteen" Lauren's eyes dropped to the floor. 

"| turned nine not too long ago." Kerry spoke up quietly. 

lm three, but I'm gonna be four soon!" Maisie squeaked, causing everyone to grin at her automatically. 

"And we don't know where our mum is. Frankly, we don't care all that much." Lauren announced. 

"You're divorced," Bruce mentioned softly. "And you don't have a girlfriend" 

"| beg to differ." Nicko said in a false whisper. 

The room erupted in the laughter of everyone, with the exception of Steve, Maisie, Dr. Levesque, and Kerry, 
who didn't really get what he was hinting. Even Bruce joined in, although he was blushing, which intrigued Steve 
even more. Why would he be blushing about a girlfriend comment? What was he missing here? 

Once the laughter died down, the doctor took charge. "Now that you've all had a good laugh, it's time for you 
to go, but if you would like | can ring you when he's awake again. This is a good opportunity to bring photos or 


some other things that could help jog his memory.” 


Dr. Levesque helped Steve settle on his back in the nest of pillows and adjusted the amount of clear fluids 


travelling through his IV. He was out and before long, the room cleared out. 
The large group was making their way to the hospital parking lot. 


"I still can't believe this is ‘appenin’. ʻE really can't remember us or a lot of events in ‘is life." Nicko said, to no 


one in particular. 

"The doctor said that we can help him remember things, this could all be over soon" Adrian voiced. 
"But how can we do much if we can't tell him straight up?" Dave countered. 

"| don't understand why we can't, what harm could it possibly do?" Lauren fretted. 

"We don't want to overwhelm him? It's best to let these things come slowly." Janick reasoned, 


"Let's just head back and dig up some things for him to remember." Bruce interjected, picking up his pace. 


The other men shared confused, yet worried looks; this was certainly not going to be easy on Bruce, that was 


for sure. 


Two 
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So..when will | be able to leave?" Steve asked as he carefully took a bite of the scrambled eggs on his plate. He 
had been here for five days and he was sick and tired of seeing the same four white walls every time he 
opened his eyes. 

"You'll be happy to know that you're being discharged today." Dr. Levesque grinned. "Besides your memory loss, 
everything else seems to be in order according to all the test results. You're going to have some aches, pains, 
and the occasional dizzy spell, but we have the prescriptions for those ready for you." 

"Thank God, | was starting to feel a bit..suffocated, if you will” 

"I called your friend and he should be on his way to come get you." 

"Friend? Which one?" Steve's brows furrowed. 

"Bruce." 

"Ah." He nodded, going back to his almost cleared plate. Out of all his ‘bandmates’ Bruce had been the most 
quiet of them all, almost distant in a way and he wondered why. He didn't look like the type to keep his mouth 
shut for very long. He hadn't done anything wrong to the man; well, at least he hoped he hadn't. 


"And there he is. Good Morning, Bruce." He heard Dr. Levesque say. 


"Good Morning, Dr. Levesque." He looked to Steve. "And | brought you some clothes. | imagine it would be a bit 


embarrassing to walk out in a hospital gown" 
He walked over and sat the clothes and shoes on the bed. 


‘lm going to go find an available wheelchair for you; | trust you'll be fine without me for a few moments?" Dr. 


Levesque raised his brows. 


Steve rolled his eyes. "I'm not going to spontaneously combust trying to get to a bathroom that's a couple of 
feet away." 


Dr. Levesque chuckled and walked out. Steve pushed the tray out of his way and moved to get out of the bed. 
As soon as he was on both feet he buckled a bit, almost falling until Bruce caught him and helped him to lean 
against the edge of the hospital bed. 


"Bloody hell. Didn't think it would be this difficult to stand." 


"You haven't been up on your own two feet for a long time. It's understandable. You need help walking?" Bruce 


asked. 
"Yeah, | think so." 


Both were unprepared for the slight shock that went through their bodies when Steve threw his arm across 
Bruce's shoulders and Bruce wrapped an arm around Steve's waist. Steve's head snapped towards him, his 


brows furrowed once more as he looked at the man who flushed slightly and looked the other way. 


"Um." Bruce cleared his throat. "Let's get you on your way." He nabbed the clothes on the bed and tucked 


them under his free arm and they began to make their way to the bathroom on the other side of the room. 


Once inside, he helped Steve balance on one of the wall rails and he set the bundle of clothing on the shelf next 


to it. Bruce moved towards the door, preparing to exit when Steve called to him. 
"Umm, mate? | think | need a bit more help here. Still not right on my feet, y'know?" 


Still facing away from him, Bruce squeezed his eyes shut. "I don't know if | can, Steve." The mere thought of 
seeing Steve naked sent his imagination wild, just the knowledge of what that body was capable of sent his 


heart into overdrive. "| could send for a nurse though." 


‘Oh. just.since you've been around these last few days. just feel.a bit more comfortable around you. Familiar 


face and all." 


Bruce sighed. He knew he was probably going to regret this. Shutting the door, he turned around and 
approached Steve. He grabbed the pair of briefs and took a deep breath, watching as Steve carefully shed the 
hospital gown. Thinking of every war imaginable and dead puppies and kittens as a backup, he kneeled down and 
helped Steve get his both feet through the holes of the undergarment before Steve pulled them up the rest 
of the way. The same pattern followed with his jeans and the shirt was put on with relative ease. The toilet lid 
was put down so that Steve could sit and put his socks and shoes on and a jacket topped off the whole 


ensemble. 


Its a bit chilly outside, thought you would need it" Bruce muttered, taking his own coat off and hung it on his 
arm, strategically placing it over his groin. Despite trying to think of something else, he had still gotten hard. 
He was mentally patting his back for the idea of wearing a long sleeve shirt this morning. 


Steve got up on slightly more steady feet, determined to walk a bit on his own. 
"You okay to walk by yourself?" Bruce questioned. 
"Don't know to be honest. But I'm going to find out" 


With small steps, he was able to make it out of the bathroom on his own, just in time for Dr. Levesque to 
walk back in. 


"It took a while, but here it is." 


Steve met him halfway and plopped down into the wheelchair and soon they were out of the room and on their 


way to the front. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


‘Its been nice having a patient that actually behaves themselves." He handed the prescription over to Bruce, 
who was standing outside of the driver's side of their car. "Goodbye and good luck, Steve." He called out, the 


man in question sticking his hand out and waving slightly from his vantage point in the passenger seat. 


Folding the wheelchair and picking it up, Dr. Levesque nodded to Bruce and headed back towards the large 
building. Sighing, Bruce got into the car and started it up, heading for the nearest pharmacy in town. 


"So.where are the others?" Steve inquired, trying to start up a conversation 

"The other blokes are with Rod, our manager, talking band business. Not trying to make you feel bad, but we 
have to set things back until you're able to get your memory completely back or at least have you re-learn 
to play the bass. And the girls are doing a couple of lessons with their home school teacher; you were 
discharged quite early today or else | would have brought them with me." Bruce answered, keeping his eyes on 
the road. 

"Oh. What about their mother? Lauren said that she wasn't around, but she didn't seem all that sad about it" 
Its best not to get into that until you remember a bit more." 

"Well, do they have a nanny or anything?" 


"/was supposed to be." 


"You? What happened with that then? You said you were the singer for the band" 


"Like | said, its best to discuss this when you remember a bit more." 

"Where are we going?" 

"We're going to put in these prescriptions and then we're going home." 

Steve's brows raised in surprise. "We live together?" 

"Yes." The answer was clipped. 

Steve frowned slightly. "Did | do something wrong, mate?" 

Bruce took a quick glance at him. "Why would you say that?" 

"Well.the whole time | was in the hospital, you barely spoke two words to me while everyone chatted it up 
with me. And | sense that you're getting a bit touchy with our conversation | mean, did | do something before 
| lost my memory or something?" 

"No. You didn't do anything wrong," Bruce replied softly. 

Steve wasn't entirely convinced, but he was sure that pressing the matter would only make things worse. 
While Bruce on the other hand, continued to keep his feelings at bay. It was hard to stomach that the man he 
was in love with, and had loved him back, had no recollection whatsoever of what they had shared. The 
thought alone brought moisture to his eyes and he gripped the steering wheel a bit harder, the action not lost 
on Steve, who was quietly observing him. 

His mind was full of questions. Why was Bruce behaving this way? What had he done? And earlier in the 
hospital, what was that little shock between them when they touched? Why had Bruce been so hesitant when 


he had asked for his help? Puzzled, he lied back in the seat and closed his eyes, hoping to shut out some of 
the confusion 


Three 
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By the time they made it ‘home’, the girls were finished with their lessons, and Steve took the time to get to 
know them a bit better, seeing as they were his daughters. The trio even showed him around the house and 
property while Bruce tended to some business over the phone. After that, the girls led them to the living 
room and sat him down on a coach while Lauren scoured a large bookcase and pulled out several of what 


looked to be photo albums. 


They spent several hours looking at baby pictures of Lauren and Kerry with some recent photos of Maisie 
along with tons of birthday parties, family picnics and barbeques (some with each of the blondes he had met 
at the hospital with some other bloke that didn't resemble Bruce), different outings, and even photos that 
were taken around the house. He noticed there was a woman beside him in a lot of the pictures, but from the 
way Lauren spoke of her when he was back at the hospital, questions about her would definitely not be 


welcomed. 


The next time he saw Bruce was at supper time, when he called them into the kitchen. The girls talked up a 
storm during the meal, with Steve asking a few questions and commenting here and there, but Bruce was 
relatively quiet throughout the whole meal. Once finished, Bruce brushed off any offers to help him with the 
dishes, simply telling the girls to get ready for bed and asking Lauren to show Steve where he would sleep for 
the time being. The three girls eyed him curiously before following his orders, guiding Steve up the stairs and 


to a guest room before heading to their own respective bedrooms. 


Steve was surprised to be hit with a sudden wave of lethargy; he peeled off his clothes sluggishly before 
burying himself in the sheets. There was a knock on the door, Bruce poking his head in soon after. 


"Steve? You have to take these before you go to bed" He said, stepping into the room with a glass of water 
and a few pills in his hand. 


Steve sat up slowly and Bruce came up to the bed handing him the items in the bed before quickly leaving the 
room, the door shutting quietly behind him. He quickly took the pills and downed the water before settling back 
down, drifting off to sleep not long after he found a comfortable position 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NN NNN NNN NNN 


Steve bolted up from the bed, his body gleaming with sweat and his breath ragged. He hadn't had a nightmare, 
but the dream was just as intense and he felt his face heat at the thought of the naughty dream. He felt 
something slick between his legs and a quick look affirmed that he had come in his undergarments. Getting out 
of the bed, he walked awkwardly into what he found was a small bathroom. As he pulled off his underwear and 
stepped into the tiny shower and turned it on, he tried to recall the images of the vague dream. 


He was on a large bed in what seemed to be a blurred out room. He wasn’t alone. He and the person he was with 
were busy, quite busy indeed To be more specific, this person was riding him, and doing quite well if the pleasure 
that coursed through him was anything to go by. He wrapped his arms around the waist of the mystery being, he 
Just couldnt see or feel enough of the body on top of him to tell whether the figure was male or female, and met 
the movements rapidly with the thrusts of his own hps. 


The figure buried its face in the junction between his neck and shoulders, its hands clutching the sheets on each side 
of them and its pace becoming even more frantic. Suddenly, his orgasm hit him and he came with a shout, pumping 
his seed into the hot, tight tunnel that sheathed him. He felt the person shake violently above him, throwing its 
head back in complete ecstasy, but all he could see was the soff, brown hair that was tossed back as the figure 


arched into a bow, its face an absolute blur. 


It wasn't until after the person (thing?) collapsed back onto him, their arms wrapping around each other in 
post orgasmic bliss, did Steve wake up to the quiet morning. He groaned and looked down, he was hard again 
just thinking about the encounter. Closing his eyes, he trailed his hand down his stomach, his fingers tracing 


the line of hair that led down to his groin. He took hold of his throbbing member, gripping it tightly his hand 


before slowly moving his head up and down, 


He thought of the mystery woman (it had to be a woman since he had kids right?), down on her knees in front 
of him, her delicate lips wrapped tightly around his cock He groaned and moved his hand faster, his breath 
coming out in harsh pants. His head tilted back, his hips thrusting on their own accord to meet strokes of his 
hand. The woman was now sucking him in earnest, her mouth greedy for what she knew was to come. He let 
out a soft grunt, his seed coating his hand in thick jets before being washed off by the steady stream of the 


running water. 


He sighed as he reached over and grabbed the soap, that hadn't been as satisfying as he had hoped. He 
frowned as he thought about the dream again; he had woken up pretty content, aside from the feeling off his 
cum cooling on his thigh. What was the difference between that and the little fantasy he had just put 
together? Maybe it was because in the dream, he was having sex, but in the fantasy, he was just getting a 
blowjob? No, that couldn't be right; an orgasm was an orgasm, right? 


Confused, and a bit perplexed as to why he was reacting this way about silly wet dream and daydream, he 


began bathing himself as he mulled over what had just occurred. 


Four 
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Steve bit his lip as he walked out of the room and looked around, it was still pretty early in the morning, he 
guessed it was somewhere around six. He looked down the hall and gazed curiously at the door at the end; it 
wouldn't hurt to take a look around, the girls didn’t really show him this floor yesterday. He quietly made his 
way to the door, and with a quick look around, he quietly opened it. And was hit with several different pieces 


of memories. 

Hands clawing down his back as he continued to snap his hips forward 

Ruming his fingers through soft, brown hair as he gazed out the window into the early morning sky. 
Laughter as he chased the same mysterious figure in his dream around the room. 

The sweet smell of coconut shampoo and..cologne(*) as he burrowed his face in the figure's neck. 


Steve shook his head violently and came back to reality. This room was definitely the key to helping his 
memory, but it was a bit overwhelming. Taking a deep breath, he closed the door and decided to do a bit of 
exploring to dig up more memories if he could. He slowly walked around the room, picking up something here or 
there, hoping each object would somehow help to jog his memory. All that came up after the initial flashbacks 
was a slight feeling in his gut when he went into the bathroom and checked out the shower, and a sense of 


familiarity from the right side of the bed when he propped himself up on it for a few moments. 


His brows furrowed when he spotted another door on the other side of the room. It couldn't be a closet, 

seeing as he had filtered through it when he first came into the room. Curiosity getting the best of him yet 
again, he cautiously opened the door and peeked inside. A few bags were on the floor and the possessions of 
whoever slept there adorned the room; the bed was unmade and it looked as if someone had gotten out of it 
not too long ago. But what really caught his attention was what seemed to be a picture on the stand next to 


the bed. 


Stepping into the room, he quickly approached the frame and picked it up. His brows knitted in confusion when 
he saw who was in the picture; it was him.and Bruce. They were somewhere near a wooded area, and he had 
an arm around Bruce's waist while Bruce had his thrown across his shoulders; both were facing the camera 


with huge smiles on their faces. If they seemed to be this friendly in the photo, then why was Bruce acting 


the way he was toward him? 

Something else caught his eyes, this time on the bed. It was barely noticeable if you weren't right next to it, 
but there was something sticking out from underneath one of the pillows. He looked around the room to make 
sure he was alone before pulling from its hiding place. His eyes widened and his jaw dropped; the picture was of 
the two of them again, but this time they were.kissing. What the hell? 

The images of the dream came back to him again and then the shower incident; is this why he hadn't felt all 
that satisfied after his masturbation session? ls this why the smell of cologne had flooded his senses in one of 
recollections when he walked through the other door? Is this why Bruce was acting coldly towards him? He 
was so confused and his mind was overwhelmed by this new discovery about his past. 


He heard the door open suddenly, but he couldn't move; his eyes were still glued to the photo. 


"What the hell are you doing? You shouldn't be in here!" Bruce stormed across the room with a plan to get 
Steve out of here as soon as possible, but as he got only a few steps behind him, the bassist turned around. 


That's when he saw it, and the color completely drained from his face. 

"What.what's this?" Steve managed to utter. 

"Y-you weren't supposed to see this." Bruce said, snatching the photo out of his hand. 
"You..you and me? What's going on.?" 

"This was under my pillow. Why were you looking under it? Why are you in here? " 
'I-I-| was just-" Steve stammered. 

"Get out, please." 


"I want to talk about this. Is this the reason you act so cold towards me? Cause so far, there hasn't been 


reason for you to do so. Where was this? When was this?" 

Bruce stepped past him and sat on the bed, gripping the photo desperately. "Please, just go." 

"Nol | want to talk about this Bruce, please!" 

Bruce shook his head and buried it in his hands. "Please leave." 

Steve crossed the room and closed the door, resting up against it. He wasn't leaving, not until he had answers. 


Possibly thinking he had left, Bruce uncovered his face and sighed, gazing so longingly at the photo that it 
broke Steve's heart. He bit his lip and approached the bed, sitting down next to Bruce hesitantly. 


"Somehow, | knew you weren't going to leave." Bruce sighed. 


"The doctor said not to help, to wait it out, that it would get better in time, but Bruce, this can't wait. | need 
to know about this." He pointed to the photo. 


"You've only been back a day, we shouldn't even be having this conversation. You shouldn't be confronting the 


past so soon But as you can see by the picture, we were together before what happened." 
Steve nodded, although he wanted to ask Bruce what had happened to cause him to lose his memory. 


"We met outside a hotel, | was homeless and considering my options when your girls sat next to me on a 


bench. They ended up taking a liking to me and you decided to hire me on as a nanny of sorts." 
"So. just let you watch the kids? Just like that? And when did we become a..couple?" 


"You were hesitant, but eventually you agreed. We were there for a couple of days before you came back to 


the room pissed. The girls left with Nicko-" 

"The flat-nosed bloke?" 

Bruce nodded. "You kissed me, | tried to stop you but | eventually gave in. One thing led to another." He voice 
had softened considerably, a sad smile on his face as his mind was cast back to that night. "It was undoubtedly 
the best night of my life. And the next morning we decided to try to see if we could establish a relationship. 
Needless to say, it definitely worked out until the incident." Bruce covered his eyes and took a deep breath. 
Steve bit his lip and looked at the photo that still rested in Bruce's hand, and then he glanced at the one on the 
bedside table. "But at the hospital | was told that those girls are my daughters and that | was divorced. If | 
was..that way, then why would | have been married to a woman in the first place?" 

"| don't know, l-l-l.just don't know." 

"Well..can | try something?" Steve shuffled nervously. 

Bruce dropped his hand from his face and turned his head to look at Steve, his posture resigned. "What?" 


"Could l- Could | maybe.umm..kiss you?" 


Bruce shook his head slowly, despite how much he wanted to, he declined. "I don't think that's a good idea, 
Steve." 


"Please? There's something | need to know." 


He wanted to know if Bruce was the true reason why the fantasy of the woman in the shower turned out to 
be somewhat of a dud. He wanted to know if Bruce was the brunette that had flared his desire in his dreams. 


Bruce debated with himself, nothing good could come of this, but it had been so long since he had any intimate 


contact with Steve, even something as simple as a kiss. God he missed him so much. "O-okay." 

Steve turned his body to face Bruce and he slowly leaned towards him; his heart was beating rapidly and his 
breathing was a bit shallow. When their lips touched, it felt as if an electric shock tore through his body, 
especially his groin. Yep, this definitely answered all of his questions. He opened his mouth a traced the other 
man's lips with his tongue, and they parted and a tongue answered in response to his invitation to play. 
Bruce whimpered into the kiss and clung desperately to him; this was what he had been craving for over a 
month and with the loss of Steve's memory, thought he would never have again The harsh reality of it had 
nearly brought him to tears many of time, but now Steve was here with him, practically fucking his mouth 
with his tongue. They eventually had to part for air, their breathing harsh as eyes locked. 

"Wow." Steve was the first to speak. 

"Yeah." Bruce panted. 

"So that's why | divorced my wife?" Steve asked 

‘Not really, no." 

Steve shrugged. "Seems like a damn good reason to me now." 

Bruce couldn't help but chuckle. 

"So..what do we do now?" 

"To be honest with you.l think we shouldn't act on this." 

Steve frowned. "Why not?" 

"IFs just..We should wait until you have your memory back. We shouldn't muddle things up." 

"What if my memory never fully comes back? What then?" 

"l-l don't know." 


"Maybe if we continue with this.it could help to get my memory back in other aspects as well?" 


"God, you don't make this easy." 


"Why does it have to be difficult? You want this, | want this. What's so bloody hard about it?!" 

"Quiet down. The girls are still asleep! We may never have what we did before what happened. | don't want to 
get my hopes up and start this thing, only for you to decide it's not what you want and go back to chasing 
birds!" 

Steve gasped as another flashback hit him. 


Bruce softened some. Some. "Im not so sure about that. | know that you love me, but I also know that you loved 
her. Feelings like that wean gradually, not in just a fortnight." 


Steve's brows furrowed "What are you saying?" 


"Judging by the front of your pants, | know youre still attracted to her. If the physical window is open, then there 


is some chance of winning over the mental and emotional aspects of a person." 

‘But Bruce, | dont want her. | want you." 

‘lm not saying that you don't, but youre still not over her." 

‘No, Im not. The emotions are stil somewhat there, but you have to understand, we were together for lb years! 
Ive had three children with her, so of course Im still going to care about her and | want to at least establish 
positive ground with her! Damnit fo hell, Bruce! | love her, but Im not in love with her, Im in love with you!" 
"Steve?" Bruce eyed him worriedly. "Steve, are you okay?" 

He opened his mouth to answer, but another one hit him soon after that one ended. 

"Yeah, and we need fo go into town and get you your papers and such so you can travel and whatnot. We need to 
head to a doctor and get you checked out, as well Im a bit concerned because of what you went through 


physically and you could most likely be malnourished to some degree." 


"Youre really going to do this, arent you?" Bruce asked quietly as he got into bed, wrapping an arm around Steve's 
waist and laying his head on the bassists chest 


‘Of course." Steve answered as he circled his arms around Bruce, '! fold you | wanted to try this thing out." 
‘But how long? How long will you want to ‘try’ this out before youre done with me?" 


Steve sighed ‘Honestly? | don't know, Bruce. The girls really enjoy having you around More than almost everyone 
they've ever been around for an extended period of time." 


"Even..?" 


Steve nodded "Even Lorraine. And fo be frank, | think the girls lke you more than they like her. | dont think ve 
ever seen them this happy with someone other than me, and the other blokes fo an extent." 


"You say that the girls enjoy having me around." Bruce spoke, fidgeting slightly, "But how do you feel about having 


me around?" 

Steve paused for a moment, biting his lp before putting his thoughts into words. "lm not really good at speaking 
about emotions, but | feel so drawn to you h a way that lve never really felt with anyone else before. Its lke ve 
known you for years instead of days. | dont mean ‘try out lke a bloody test drive, Bruce, | want to see if we'll 
actually work out in the future." 

‘ hope we do." Bruce said softly. 

"l do too, Bruce. Another heartache isn't really high on my list to experience a second time." 

"Steve!" Bruce grabbed his shoulders and shook him. "Steve!" 

‘Im fine! I'm fine!" Steve batted his hands away. 

"What happened just then?" 

Steve smiled. "Exactly what | told you would happen" 

Bruce's brows furrowed. 

"I remembered a couple of things. They..they were actually about you." 

Bruce bit his lip. "Really?" 

Steve nodded. "Now can we try this out?" 

"Do you even remember how to be with a man?" 

Steve flushed. "Umm..no. But how different can it be from being with a woman?" 

"Let's see.maybe because it's fwo men" Bruce rolled his eyes. 


"That still doesn't answer my first question" 


"Hmmm. The rest of the blokes and Dr. Levesque are going to have my head for this, but it would be fun to 


teach you all the ins and outs of gay sex again, re-tainting you all over again" Bruce grinned, warming up to 


the idea. 
"Re-tainting me you say?" 


"Mmhmm." Bruce turned and looked at the clock, it was almost seven. "The girls won't be up for another two 


hours, what do you think about starting on helping you ‘remember" in the other room?" 


Steve leaned in and they shared another kiss before standing and clasping their hands together; he felt a bit 
warm on the inside. This must have been how it felt to be with Bruce before he lost his memory. "I think you 
should lead the way." he said, grinning. This may or may not help him in his quest to regain his full memory 


back, but it definitely couldn't hurt him to try. 


Five 
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For the next two weeks, Bruce and Steve had several ‘experiments’, but never got down to the actual act. 
Bruce would disappear often, leaving Steve in the company of the girls to relearn some of the things that he 
had done before; but the real breakthrough was when the girls were occupied with their lessons, and Steve 


had wandered outside and into the studio behind the house. 


Steve looked around as he took in the large soundboards and other expensive equipment. He strolled past a door 
on the far right and stopped, backing up and peeking into the sound booth. Different instruments littered the 
area; guitars here, amps there, and even a complete drum set in the back. But what really got his attention 
was a guitar that only had four strings; it was mainly white with black and sky blue trimming, a metal plate 
made up the pickguard, just underneath the end of the neck, and a logo with small words, reading ‘West Ham 
United FC: upon closer inspection, rested on the bottom left corner of the guitar's body. 


Steve surprised himself by picking it up and turning towards the amp that was behind it. He looked around the 
semi-large structure and found a plug, he bent down and picked it up, plugging it into the hole at the bottom 

of the bass. He turned his attention back to the amp, looking all around it until he found a switch at the back 
of it. He flipped it up, a loud feedback filling the room, startling him. 


He turned his attention back to the bass, sitting down on a nearby stool and settling it in his lap; they had told 
him that he played bass for the band, so why not experiment with it a little since he had plenty of time on his 
hands. It only took a few moments for him to realize that he really had no idea what to do, disappointment 
flooding his being as he tried to place his fingers correctly on the fretboard. 


He paused for a moment, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath, wanting to feel it rather than force 
himself. His fingers soon had minds of their own, dragging into a comfortable position on the fret; his other 
hand wandered down the body of the guitar and after experimenting with his fingers he found that it only felt 
right when only his middle and index fingers rested on the strings. 


There was no real tune in mind, he just plucked the cords, the sound grating his ears it was so terrible. He 
opened his eyes, sighing as he glanced around himself, hoping the surrounding area would help him out in some 
way. Closing his eyes again, picked out a couple more notes before he stopped again, frustration beginning to 


creep up inside of him. 


‘The third time's the charm, right? he thought, and began to play again 


This time, he was able to establish a rhythm that didn't make his teeth grind. Encouraged, he continued to 
strum his fingers along, a small smile gracing his mouth as the deep timber of the notes flooded his senses, 
his eyes falling shut for a third time as he let the music flow over him. His left hand ventured up and down 
the fretboard, becoming more sure as the melody continued on, and the two fingers on his right hand moving 


at a steady pace. 

He didn't know how long he played, what felt like hours could only have been at least half an hour, but when he 
opened his eyes, he discovered he wasn't alone. Standing at the booth's entrance was Bruce, his soft, chocolate 
eyes brimming with unshed tears. Steve flushed, dropping off the stool and setting the bass back on its stand 

before turning off the amp, stuffing his hands in his pockets. 

"What?" he uttered embarrassingly. 


"You..you were playing." Bruce whispered. 


One of Steve's hands left his pocket to scratch the back on his head awkwardly. "Yeah. Just thought I'd toy 
around with it, to see if something would come up. Started out horribly, but | guess | got the hang of it" 


The other man made his way to him and Steve barely had time to brace himself before his arms were full of 


Bruce and their mouths were crushed together. 
"He remembers how to play?" 


‘Im telling you Davey, he was playing it! It was spectacular! It felt like old times again!" Bruce gushed over the 
phone. 


Dave's cheeks pushed his eyes into slits, a huge smile on his face as he listened to the brunette go on and on 
about Steve's latest discovery. "So you think this is going to help him remember?" 


"| don't know Davey, but he's coming back! He's coming back!" 


"Are you sure we should buy fully into this? Just because he can strum a few chords doesn't mean that he's 
suddenly going to be Harry again" 


"But it's an improvement! We could teach him how to play his parts to the songs and go from there!" Bruce 
suggested excitedly. 


"And how are we going to go about doing that? In case you don't remember..none of us can play bass for shite 
besides him." 


"We can play the records for him, show him some of his notes that he's written even! Hopefully they can jog 
his memory even further!" 


"Even further? He's remembered things before the whole bass thing?" 


Despite his flashy and over the top personality, Bruce flushed. "Yeah. It was only bits and pieces, but it was 
about us." 


"About you? How so?" 

"| mean about us" 

"Oh. Oh! So he knows that you two were together?" 

"Yeah. But Davey can you do me a favor?" 

"Anything. Just let me know’ 

"Hts nothing major, but could you come over sometime tomorrow? Maybe you and Steve can have a bit of a 


natter; you've known him the longest out of any of us and maybe you can bring even more of his past into 


perspective." 
Dave bit his lip. "Hmm. | didn't think of that. What time?" 


"Is nine tomorrow morning good for you? The girls have their lessons and | have to speak with Rod, so you'll 


have a good bit of time to chat." 
"That's just fine, Bruce. I'll find a way to bait Ade of my trail for a couple of hours.” 


"Thanks, Davey. Could you not tell the others for now? | called you because, like | said, you've known him the 


longest. He's closest with you than the others, maybe with the exception of Nick" 
‘Let's not keep them in the dark for too long, but | can keep it to myself for a bit" 
"Again, my thanks” 

‘Hts no problem; we've all grown quite fond of you over these last several months” 
Bruce smiled. "I don't know what to say to that! 


"Don't say anything, you're a likeable bloke. See you tomorrow." 


"Yeah, see you tomorrow." 
"Bye." 
"Bye." 


Bruce ended the call, sitting back in the heavily cushioned chair, gazing around the living room. Steve and the 
girls were in the kitchen, Lauren instructing her dad on how to make edible spaghetti. The idea to get Dave to 
come over had only sprung in his mind just moments before he called to report on Steve's recent progress; he 
had realized that Dave could be one of the major keys to clear the fog in Steve's mind. He heard small 
footsteps come down the hall just before Maisie poked her head from around the wall. "Time to eat!" she 


alerted him before darting back to the kitchen 


He stood up and stretched, putting Dave's visit at the back of his mind for later. He had no idea that Dave and 
his childish and playful ways would be the solution to their dilemma. 


Six 
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Bruce grinned when he caught sight of a very eager Dave standing outside their door. Stepping back, he 


motioned for him to come in. "He's in the living room." 

"Well, here goes nothing." Dave responded cheerfully, walking past Bruce and toward Steve's location 

| hope he's able to do something." Bruce said to himself before heading into the kitchen. 

"Harry!" 

Steve looked away from the television and couldn't help but smile at the beaming blonde. "Hey. Dave, right?" 
"That's right" 


Steve patted the spot next to him. "Have a seat. Watch the telly with me. Bruce has been busy for quite a bit, 


| could use the company." 
"Of course! But | was hoping we could talk a bit; y'know, help with your memory and all. 


Steve frowned slightly and turned off the TV, turning halfway to face Dave. "No offense, but how can you help 


me when Bruce and the girls couldn't get much out of me?" 


"We've known..well before the whole incident we knew each other since we were kids. So | thought | could 


mention a few adventures to help you remember, if not, then we'll chalk this up as a good natter" 


"Really?" Steve grinned, leaning back on the cushion behind him. "Tell me some of the trouble | got into as a 


youth." 
"IFI be my pleasure, but just to let you know, you started most of it." 


Rolling his eyes, Steve buckled down for a drive through memory lane. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


Bruce sighed and crossed his arm across his chest, tucking his hand in the crook of the other arm that bore 


the phone. "So you still haven't gotten a hold of her?" 


"I wish | could say otherwise, Bruce, but we haven't dug anything up yet. It's almost as if she dropped off the 
face of the Earth." 


"Well, | can't blame you for trying." Bruce kneaded the space between his brows in exasperation 


"lIl try again, Bruce. | don't like the thought of her alone and down and out. All she ever wanted was to be with 
you; people will do anything for love." 


| hold no resentment towards her for that. But for this thing, I'm gonna hold one hell of a grudge. Especially if 


she.. 
"Don't think like that! We'll find her and get all of this sorted out, yeah?" 

"Yeah, | guess" 

"Hil see what | can find out. Bye, Bruce” 

"You do that and good luck. Bye, Rod" 

Bruce hung up the phone and rested his head back on the wall he was leaning on. Where in the world could she 
be? Bruce was feeling the beginnings of a headache coming on, and just when he thought things couldnt get 


worse, he heard a loud bang. Cursing, he darted out of the kitchen immediately and headed towards the sound, 
catching sight of the girls and their teacher coming down the stairs and heading towards the noise as well. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Dave held his hand up. "On my life, | swear you did. The look on Mrs. Wyllie's face was the most priceless thing 


I'd ever seen!" 

Steve could imagine a miniature Dave and himself dying some neighbor's cat red and gluing devil horns on its to 
freak out the mean old lady down their street; he was really enjoying this Dave guy's company. "What else did 
we do? And stop poking mel It's bloody annoying.” 


"Why?" Dave poked him in the side again 


"Bloody hell, stop it! 
Dave grinned. "What." 

Poke. 

"Are." 

Poke. 

"You." 

Poke. 

"Gonna do about it?" 

Poke, poke, poke. 

"That's iH" Steve attacked Dave, easily catching the blonde in a headlock 

An intense wrestling match ensued after that, each man trying to get the best of each other before things 
went a bit awry. Dave had long since broken out of the headlock and was now trying to get the advantage; he 
tackled Steve unto the floor, and right into the end table in front of the couch. Steve's head met the edge of 


the table nastily, a loud thud sounding through the room as Steve's head collided with the wood. 


"Harry! Are you alright?" Dave asked worriedly, crawling over to where the man laid, his hand pressing the 


right side of his head and his eyes closed tightly. 
"Harry?" 

"Bloody hell, Davey! How many times do | have to tell you to watch out for tables?!" Steve groaned 
Dave froze. Wait a minute.*Did you just call me Davey?" 

"Yes, you big arse! This is the last time | ever tussle around with you!" 


Dave couldn't find the words to speak But Bruce had more than enough to say for the both of them when he 
caught sight of the result of their rumble. 


"What the hell happened here? Steve!" Bruce rushed over to his fallen lover, glaring at the blonde as he helped 
him to slowly sit up. "I'm sure you did this! What do you have to say for yourself?" 


Dave opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out, he wordlessly pointed at a still grumbling Steve. 


"What's going on in here?" Lauren asked as she came into the room. "Hold on, | think | know what happened. You 


and Dad go at it yet again, even after he said it was the last time?" 
Kerry giggled. "Last time they crashed into the TV and knocked it off its hinges." 
Lauren, Kerry, and Dave, who broke out of his trance, all cackled and Steve managed a rueful grin 


However, Bruce was not finding this to be funny at all. "You two shouldn't have been fooling about like that. 
Your head, Steve." 


"Its going to have one heck of a lump and it's going to hurt for a while but I'll be fine. And it took me forever 
to fix the hinges and find another TV exactly like that one." 


Dave stilled for a second time, this time though, he was joined by everyone else. 
"S-Steve? You actually remember that?" Bruce asked cautiously. 
"Why wouldn't |? Lorraine was right pissed she was." 


The three girls squealed and rushed towards their father, the man in question looking a bit bewildered as they 


clamored over him, telling him how glad they were that he was back. 
After successfully prying them off of him, he asked "What do you mean you're glad I'm back? Where did | go?" 


"Before we go into detail, | have to call the rest of the blokes, this is so.l-I just don't have the words for what 


this is!" Dave exclaimed as he fished his cell phone from his pocket. 


"Come on, lets go to the bathroom and get this cleaned and bandaged." Bruce ushered him up off the floor, his 


voice oddly neutral. 


They left the room, silently going up the stairs and into the master bedroom, from there they went into the 
large bathroom, Bruce pushing Steve onto the toilet as he searched the medicine cabinet for the first aid kit. 


"Bruce?" 


He ignored him, his fingers latching on to the white, square box. He quietly sat the box on the counter next to 
the toilet, remaining quiet as he tended to Steve's wound. 


"Bruce?" Steve tried once more. 


Still no answer as Bruce finished, making sure the bandage was secure before cleaning up the small mess, his 


movements choppy as his hands began to shake. 

"Bruce?" 

Bruce neatly placed the kit back into the cabinet, closing the door slowly before turning away from Steve. 
Steve got up and wrapped his arms around the shorter brunette, bringing him around just before the tears 
came. Steve groaned, he hated to see Bruce like this; especially when he couldn't recall the reason why, so he 


did what he could, one hand petting Bruce's hair while he made soothing noises. Eventually, Bruce calmed down 


and got a hold of himself 

"Bruce? What happened?" 

Bruce's laugh bordered on hysterical. "You dont remember?" 

"The last thing | remember was literally fighting with Paul. As to why or how is a bit foggy: 
Bruce wrapped his arms around Steve and clung to him. "Bloody hell, I've missed you so much" 
"Inn right here.” 


Their lips met with intensity and the kiss was on the verge of becoming frantic. When they parted, Bruce 
looked him in the eye. "Yes you are. Thank God, yes you are." 


"What is today anyway?" 

"Umm..December nineteenth | believe." 

"Are you fucking serious? I've been out of it for over two months?!" 
‘Ive really missed having inane conversations with you." 

"And we didn't do this before why?" 

"Steve?" 

"What?" 


"Stop talking." 


Bruce sighed contently and buried his face in Steve's neck. 


"Bruce?" 

Bruce sighed. "What?" 

"We still have aspirin, don't we? My head feels like its splitting open" 
"Well, we need to remedy that before Nicko gets here." 


There was a knock on the bathroom door. "Hey you two! You can take it to your bathroom later; the others 


are on their way!" 


Breaking apart only to lock their fingers, Steve and Bruce left the bathroom, Steve landing a well-placed elbow 
into Dave's stomach as they passed. Grumbling, but grinning merrily at the same time, Dave followed them out 


of the room. 


Seven 
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Everyone crowded around Steve once the other three blondes arrived. They were all in the dining room, Bruce 
stood behind the chair that Steve sat in, Maisie was in his lap, Kerry and Lauren both took a side, and the 
others formed a close circle around him. 


"So," Adrian began, "What exactly do you remember? From these past few months?" 


Steve took a moment to think. "Hmm. | remember being in the hospital to an extent. | remember talking to a 


doctor. Doctor..2" 
"Levesque." Bruce interjected. 


"Yeah, Levesque. | remember playing the bass and | remember wrestling around with Dave. The rest is just 


foggy." 


"What about before you lost your memory?" Janick asked. 


| remember everything from that day." Steve kissed Maisie on the cheek, her giggles delighting those around 


her. "I thought | was going to lose you. | was so scared." 

"But ‘ow did you end up over the ledge an’ into the boxes?" Nicko sat back and crossed his arms. 
Steve shrugged. "I tackled Paul over. That's all I'm going to say about it" 

"But we are going to be discussing this later on" Bruce admonished. 

Steve nodded. "Fair enough. But | do want to know what happened while | was out" 

"That's something we'll talk about later as well." 

"In the meantime, | think we should celebrate!" Dave grinned. 


"An tha' means tha’ we raid ‘Arry's fridge!" Nicko jumped up and headed towards the adjacent door, Adrian and 


Dave in tow. 
"Do you mind heading over and making sure they don't ruin me kitchen?" 


Understanding the hidden meaning behind Steve request, both men nodded and followed the troublesome trio, 
but before Bruce could get to the door, he was called back. 


"Bruce?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Where are you going?" 

| thought you would want some time alone with the girls.” 

Lauren rolled her eyes. "You're a part of this now, get over here." 


Bruce felt a knot tighten in his chest; yes, he was a part of this family now, wasn't he? He came back to the 
table; Lauren giving up her spot to share the chair to Steve's left with Kerry. 


"Thank you." Steve said. 

"For what?" 

"Looking after them while | was..mentally unable." 

"Of course, | would've looked after them. They're like the daughters-" He and Lauren shared a quick glance; she 
was the one that first broke the news to him. "That | never had. And | did something that you may or may 
not agree with." 

Steve's brows furrowed. "What?" 

"After the whole scare with Maisie, | took them out of school and hired a homeschool teacher." 


Steve's gaze turned pensive for a few moments before he nodded. "That was a great idea, Bruce." 


"And," Bruce grinned. "This may be a bit too soon to talk about, but I've spoke to her and she's more than 


willing to do tours as well. So she'll serve as not only a teacher, but a nanny also." 
Steve looked pleased. "Really now?" 


Bruce nodded eagerly. "So the girls can come with us now.’ 


Kerry's eyes lit up. "So we'll be able to go on the bus again?" 
"That's right." Bruce confirmed. "I didn't know you brought them on tour with you before." 
"It took forever to convince Lorraine to do it" Steve shrugged. 


"We just have to get your father cleared by Dr. Levesque and we can start making plans with Rod and Andy. 
Bruce looked to Steve sternly. 


Steve could already feel that old excitement creeping back up through him. "Fair enough, we'll tell the others in 
a few minutes, but | would like it if you filled me in on some of the things that happened around here." 


"Ok, spill it" Steve urged as he got comfortable in their bed that night. 

The day had been full of laughter and enjoyment, just like all the other times that everyone got together, but 
it had a special aura about it, be it from Steve's returned memory and the completion of their makeshift 
family, or the news of a tour soon to come. But even through all the festivities, Steve could tell that there 
was something wrong with Bruce. The normally bright and alert chocolate filled with tension and just a hint of 
distress. 

"What are you talking about?" Bruce fidgeted where he sat at the edge of the bed. 

Steve rolled his eyes and patted the space next to him. "You're not fooling me one bit. Come here." 

Bruce sighed and climbed under the sheets, getting settled next to Steve. "These past few weeks have been hell 
for me. Between trying to help you with your memory deal and just.everything has me drained. | don't see how 
you're able to handle so much at once." 

Steve wrapped his arms around the singer. "It comes with time, Bruce. But what's really bothering you?" 
"Paddy." 

Steve frowned. "Paddy? What about her? What did she do this time?" 


"Its the repercussions from the last time." 


"The repercuss-" Steve's voiced trailed off, the last time they had problems with her was with the whole drug 


thing and.. "Bruce? Tell me she's not." 


Bruce nodded. "She's pregnant." 


Silence filled the air between them for quite a while. 

"Steve?" 

"Hmmm?" 

"You're not angry are you? | mean |-" 

"Why would | be angry at you for something you had no real part it?" 

"You didn't say anything, so | was a bit worried." 

"What's there for me to say?" 

"I don't know. Tell me you're okay with it, tell me we're going to do something about this." 
"About what? What is there for us to do?" 


"She's been missing for the last few weeks, Steve. Rod's been helping me try to find her, but it's as if she's 
disappeared off the face of the Earth." 


"It wouldn't hurt to look for her, but once we find her, then what?" 

"| dort know. Maybe we can convince her to let us have him or her?" 

Steve was quiet for a few moments. "Id like that” he said softly, "There is one problem though" 
"What?" 


"She's not like Lorraine, she's not going to hand us the baby, Bruce. We can be a part of his or her life, but 
it's not going to be like it is with us and the girls." 


Bruce's face fell. "I hadn't thought about that. Damn" 
"| think this topic has run its course, we'll talk about it and decide what to do later." 


Bruce nodded. "Alright. Now what's this about you taking Paul off that cliff like that? What the bloody hell 


were you thinking?” 
"| didn't see any other option | just assumed that the drop wasn't so far down. Fuck, how wrong was |?" 


"You scared the hell out of me." Bruce announced quietly. 


Steve tightened his arms around Bruce. "I'll try not to do it again" 
"Try? Don't try a bloody thing, just do it" 
"Fine. | won't do it again" 


‘| want to try to get an update from Rod tomorrow. We just have to find her, Steve. | want to be a part of 
that child's life." 


"We will and you will be." Steve sighed, he wish he could take all the worry from his lover, even if it all piled on 


him as a consequence. 


Eight 
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Steve groaned when he heard the shrill ring of a phone. As he reached over to the bedside table and patted 
around for it, he felt his lover stirring. Grabbing the annoying object, he realized that it was Bruce's cellphone 
and nudged him until he was at least half-coherent. Bruce took the phone from him and pushed the button to 


receive the call. 


"Wah?" Was the most intelligent thing he could think of to say at this ungodly time of morning, the sun wasn't 
even all the way up yet. 


Steve watched as he spoke with whoever was on the other end, his expression evolving from sleepy to wide 
awake to surprise and finally to relief and happiness. "Uh-huh. Thanks Rod, you have no bloody idea just how 
much this means to me. You too, thanks. I'll keep that in mind. Alright, I'll tell him, bye." 

Bruce ended the call and turned back to face Steve, his eyes full of excitement and hope. 

"What?" 

"He believes they found her. They found Paddy!" 

Steve sat up. "Really? Where? How?" 

"He got some private investigators to look into it, useful lot aren't they? And based off of some of the 
pictures of her, they believe they found her." Bruce's voice was getting louder and his words came out faster 
as he grew more animated. "Rod's going to give me the pictures they took when we see him for the next band 
meeting - which he wanted me to tell you to set up a time for by the way - and they confirmed that the 
woman was pregnant. She didn't get rid of it! She kept it!" 


Steve couldn't help but smile. "That answers the how, but where?" 


"Is up to us to narrow it down to exactly where she lives, but she was spotted in South Somerset. 


Somewhere around Langport." 


"When do you want to go searching for her?" Steve asked. 

"Soon, but we need to get things settled here before we start” 

Steve wrinkled his nose. "Wouldn't that give her time to go elsewhere?" 
"Somerset is pretty far enough away as is, why would she need to go further?" 
Steve shrugged. "Just a thought” 


"Since we're already up, why not make the most of a quiet house and then get you scheduled in with Dr. 


Levesque?" Bruce raised a brow at him. 
Steve grinned and pulled him closer to him, nuzzling the area just below his ear. "| think | can get behind that." 
"Or behind other things." Bruce snickered. 


"Preferably behind other things." Steve confirmed, pinching Bruce arse hard before rolling away. He got off the 
bed and quickly headed for the bathroom, Bruce cursing and rubbing the firm cheek on his way after him. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Dr. Levesque was at a loss for words, flashing the light in Steve's eye once more. "And you're saying that his 


memory came back after the blow?" 

Bruce nodded emphatically. "You heard right, Doctor." 

The doctor shook his head as he stepped back "You seem sound. I'm more than a little perplexed, though. 
Another blow to the head should have done more substantial damage, not fix the problem." He was thoroughly 
baffled. "Things like this don't just happen..but strangely enough it did the trick. | do want to check back with 
you just in case things are off but not visible as of now. I'd say you're clear to tour whenever you feel up to 
it Mr. Harris." 

"Thank God" Steve smiled as he hopped off the examination table. "Its about time." 

He shook hands with the doctor, and Bruce did the same. "Thanks for everything you've done, Doc." 


"Despite the close calls, it's been a pleasure Mr. Harris, Mr. Dickinson" 


They gave him a final wave before they excited the examination room. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce was content to sit on one of the plush chairs of the patio as he watched Maisie and Kerry run around 
the backyard with their extra-large bubble wands; their excited giggles and shouts could be heard through the 
surprisingly clear afternoon. Steve had dialed Rod about a half an hour ago, and had yet to get off the phone, 
which left him to his own devices. When he was alone, all he could think about was Paddy and his child. It didn't 
matter to him how the child was conceived - well, he held no grudge against the child, just his or her mother 
- he would still love it with all his being. 


He hoped that the investigators were right; words couldn't describe how relieved he felt when he had heard 
the news earlier that morning, he had been fully prepared to give Rod the bollocking of his life for waking him 
up that early when he had gone to sleep so late. 


He was going to be a father. Never had he imagined that he would be, all things considered, but he had no 
room for apprehension, spending time with Kerry, Maisie, and Lauren had made him see a brighter side of 
what being a parent could be like, and he hoped that this child turned out like them. If he had his way and was 
able to raise the child with Steve, he had no doubt that the child would be well-behaved and mature, with 
enough of that childhood glee to have fun and light up their world just like the girls continued to do. 


"Um, Bruce? Can | talk to you? It'll be but a moment." 


Bruce turned to find Lauren next to his chair, looking down at feet and twiddling her thumbs, a light blush 


staining her cheeks. 


"Sure," he motioned to the chair next to him. "Have a seat. What's on your mind?" He took a quick glance at 


the other two to make sure they were fine before giving her his undivided attention 


"ve been thinking about this since | turned thirteen, and now that | have the courage to ask about it, | feel 
more comfortable talking about it with you than with Dad. And." 


Oh no. He thought to himself. this a conversation that youre one-hundred percent ready for, with or without 
Steve? 
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"ve been thinking about this since | turned thirteen, and now that | have the courage to ask about it, | feel 
more comfortable talking about it with you than with Dad. And." 


Bruce sighed. "I'm not sure this should be done without your father, Lauren. | don't want to cross any 


boundaries he wouldn't be comfortable with." he explained, 
Lauren pursed her lips. "It's not like Im asking you about two men, you've been with women before, right?" 
Bruce could feel his face beginning to heat. "Well, yeah, but-" 

"So you should be able to tell me about sex, am | right?" 

Bruce massaged the bridge of his nose. "Technically, yes. But-" 

"There you have it. | thought you lot had disappeared on me" Steve grinned, claiming the seat on the other 
side of Bruce. He looked at Bruce's expression and the embarrassment that was slowly creeping up his 
daughter's face. "What's going on here?" 

Bruce looked at Lauren in expectation, and the teen capitulated. "I asked Bruce about.about.." 

He decided to spare her. "She asked me about sex" 

The look on Steve's face was enough to confirm that this conversation was going to be painful 

"Um." Steve scratched the back of his head. "Well." 

"Oh come on now! Bruce told me he's been with at least one woman before and you and Mum were together 
for years. l'm sure it shouldn't be this hard to tell me.” Apparently her father's own embarrassment seemed 


to shake her out of her own. 


Steve turned to his lover. "Bruce..could you..?" 


Bruce got up from the deck chair and headed inside. He didn't have to tell him twice. 

Bruce looked up from the book he was reading when Steve flopped down on the bed with a groan 

"So.how'd it go?" 

"Ht went, Bruce. It went 

"Im sure it wasn't that bad" Bruce chuckled 

"On the outside, no. On the inside, | wanted to crawl through the floorboards and never come back out again’ 
"And just to think, you have to do it two more times’ 


Another long, suffering groan was his immediate reply. "Bloody hell” Steve's eyes suddenly widened and he 


peered over at Bruce. "You're going to have a talk of your own, y'know." 
Bruce made a face. "Maybe itll be a boy so it won't be as bad" 


"And when he - if it's a he that is - sees us together, what are you gonna tell him when the time comes?" 


Steve's expression was no longer teasing; it was quite serious yet genuinely inquisitive. 


Bruce took the time to think about it before answering. "| honestly don't know, Steve. I'm not ashamed of us, 
but the way he was conceived was fucked up enough; | can't help but worry about the reaction | would get. | 
wouldn't want my only son to be disgusted by me; | just don't know until | get there. And to be honest, even if 
it's a girl, how could we know that she'd be any more accepting? It's a great notion but not every child or 


teenager is going to be as understanding as your daughters." 
The silence was eerie and the tension between them could be cut with a knife. 
"Maybe we should talk about this another time-" 


"Every difficult subject can't be put on hold because you can't face it, Steve! This may be years down the 
road right now, but time flies! The situation will present itself before we know it!" Bruce ran a quick hand 


through his hair. 


Steve fought the urge to scowl. "I'm not saying I'm running from the problem, but its no use fretting over 
something that may or may not turn out the way you think it will. Fuck Bruce, you think | wasn't terrified of 
what the girls thought before they found out about us? I've been where you're nowhere close to being. Just 
because | want you to have peace of mind doesn't mean l'm escaping the issue. Right now we should be 


focused on two things: Finding Paddy and the progress towards the new album." 


Bruce drew his knees up to his chest and rubbed at his temples. "Fine. You're right." 


"The others are stopping by tomorrow and we're heading in the studio out back for the first set of ideas 
concerning the album. Davey and Ade say they have a few riffs in mind." 


Bruce nodded. 
Steve sat up and scooted next to him, wrapping an arm around Bruce's shoulder. "I love you." 


Bruce's mind was far from settled, but he relented, letting the thoughts of the distant future leave his mind 
for a while. He sighed and turned his head to look up at him. "I love you, too." 
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Steve watched Bruce with a frown, ever since yesterday, he had been acting out of sorts. He was mostly quiet 


throughout the entire session with the band, preferring to jot his ideas for lyrics down instead of making jokes 
with Nicko or rattling off as he usually did. He could feel the eyes of the other bandmates, their confused 
glances doing nothing positive for his own mood. 

He was just as puzzled himself, he didn't realize that such a seemingly innocent and curious question would 
leave Bruce in such a funk. He also couldn't blame him for immediately thinking the worse, considering his life 
before they met was less than spectacular; hell, it was downright deplorable. He made a mental note to finally 
clear the air on the situation, maybe finding Paddy would dissipate his worries for the time being. 

After a couple of hours they decided to call it a day, the meeting bore fruitful results but was rather 
uneventful with the stiff mood. Bruce was still scribbling as Steve bid the others farewell, and he didn't raise 
his head or stop the motions of his hand when Steve sat down next to him. 

Its still on your mind" It was more of a statement than a question 

Bruce continued writing things down. 

"Is it really worth worrying about right now?" 

A shrug was his only response, but it was better than none. 

| want to help ease your mind, Bruce. | can't do that if you don't talk to me." 


A half glance was tossed in his direction, but the pen never ceased. 


Steve shook his head, he was getting nowhere with this. "Fine. If you need me, there aren't many places where 


you can't find me." He pushed himself off the loveseat and headed for the door. 


He heard a sigh - the type that lets you know that whoever the sound came from had the weight of the 


world on their shoulders - before he was finally spoken to. "Stay." 


Steve took the necessary steps backward and dropped back down on the couch. "Talk to me." 


"The time we have to find her is very limited. Although we're making progress on finally getting to spawn ideas 
for an album, she's got to at least be near the end of her second trimester, if she isn't already in the middle 
of her third As much as | would like to continue what we're doing, we need to go find her, and fast." 


Ah, so it wasn't the subject of the previous night that was affecting him. "Well, whatever you choose to do, 
I'm behind you one-hundred percent." 


Bruce's brows shot up and he gave the bassist an amused look. " Youre not worried about the album? From all 


the horror stories I've heard-" 

"People change. Granted, once everything gets settled we're diving into this album head first and we're not 
resurfacing until we have a final product. And what stories exactly? What have that lot been telling you?" If 
Nicko had told him about that time at Compass Point Studios, he would wring his neck and proceed to find a new 


drummer. 


Bruce chuckled, finally closing the journal and tossing it to the side. "Let's just say ‘control-freak’ and 


‘taskmaster’ came up with quite a lot of frequency." 
"The bastards." Steve muttered. "When do you want to go look for Paddy?" 
Bruce took a moment to think it through. "As soon as we can. Should we take the girls or..?" 


"We don't know what type of situation we may walk into. | don't want to leave them behind but it would be 
best to leave them with either Ade and Davey or Nick and Jan. If they'll have them that is.’ 


"If we explain the urgency of the situation they may well fight over who gets to take them." 
Steve let out a snort. "So, no more of this ‘ignore me’ nonsense?" 


Bruce grinned. "It will depend on the circumstance. If you tick me off then you're going to get one hell of a 
silent treatment." 


Steve rolled his eyes. "Right, lets get up off our arses and set this thing up. The sooner we get to Langport 
the sooner we can get this over with." 
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We he initially thought about leaving as soon as possible - that being the next day - he hadn't counted on the 
small girl that was now clinging to Steve's legs begging them not to go. Lauren was old enough to know what 
was going on, especially since she was the one that had originally found out about Paddy, and Kerry caught the 
very grasps of the situation when they explained it to her and she understood that they needed to go find her. 


But the youngest didn't really understand why they had to go, without them to boot. 


Steve hoisted her up and looked into her eyes. "We have to go find someone. It is very important to Bruce as 


well as myself that we find her. We'll be back as soon as we can, | promise." 

"Why can't we go?" Maisie asked, using the backs of her hands to wipe away burgeoning tears. 

"We don't want to put you in harm's way or expose you to anything that you don't need to be exposed to." 
"But what if something happens to Brucie or you again?" 

Bruce stepped in. "We can't promise anything, but | don't think itll be dangerous for us to go. It would be hard 
to concentrate on you girls and finding who we need to find at the same time. Like your father said, we'll be 


back as quickly as we can" 


They could see the defeat in her eyes as she reluctantly gave up, her small body sagging a little in Steve's 


arms. "Okay," she said, her voice small. 


'| love you." Steve mumbled as he kissed the top of her head, Bruce giving her a small smile and a slight 


squeeze to her knee. 


He set her down and waved to Adrian and Dave before leaving behind Bruce. He sighed as he thought of his 
little girl; it wasn't too long ago that she and the other two thought they would never see their father again. 
"We definitely need to find her and come back. Fast." 


Bruce nodded, shuffling the fuzzy pictures of Paddy and the maps of the location they were headed to; he 


couldn't agree more. 


